RUSSIAN ENGINEER

The hotel was little more than a crumbling shack,
from which all decent furniture had been expro-
priated. Its walls had once been whitewashed, and
in better days had known wallpaper. Our rooms were
untidy, and the only water in the room was in a
very dirty carafe above the washstand. The next
morning, after washing as best we could under the
circumstances, I inquired about breakfast. The
interpreter, several others and the manager were
sent for in turn and each shook his head as my
request was made,

The interpreter entered and informed me that I
could, if I wished, see the house which the Town
Soviet had arranged to have prepared for me. He
explained that the Soviet is similar to a town
council in England, but with much wider powers,
and amongst other things is charged with the accom-
modation of all workers in its district. Of course,
he explained, they had received special orders with
regard to myself, and had taken over one of the best
houses in the town. I would have my study, as
Lukatskoff had insisted, and, yes, we had a bath-
room, too. All this sounded reasonable enough,
and we left the hotel to view our new residence.

Many curious eyes watched us as we passed
through the streets, for it must be remembered we
were the first British family to arrive in Tomsk
since the Soviets assumed control, and news flies
quickly in Russia. But once more I noticed the
hungry [looks of the townspeople, their general
apathy, their appearance of utter hopelessness. It
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